fragile as soap bubbles* Sound of pipes crystallized.
Flutes and oboes, bat mostly reeds* Oaten reeds. Damn
it, they bloom like flowers right before your eyes. Mid-
summer Night's Dream to a salamander," His, voice
became unintelligible, soaring into measured phrases
which she did not recognize^ but which from the pitch
of his voice she knew to be Milton's archangels In their
sonorous plunging rain*

He emerged at last, in a white shirt and serge trou-
sers, but still borne aloft on his flaming verbal wings^
and while his voice chanted in measured syllables she
fetclied a pair of shoes from the closet^ and while she
stood holding the shoes in her hands he ceased chanting
and touched her face again with his hands after that
fashion of a child.

At supper Aunt Sally broke into his staccato bab-
bling: "Did you bring your Snopes back with you?"
she asked. This Soopes was a young man, member of
a seemingly inexhaustible family which for the last tea
years had been moving to town in driblets from a small
settlement known as Frenchman's Bend. Flem9 the
first Snopes^ had appeared unheralded one day behind"
the counter of a small restaurant on a side street^
patronized by country folk* With this foothold and
like Abraham of old, he brought his blood and legal
kin household by household^ Individual by Individual^
into town, and established them where they could gain
money. Flem himself was presently manager of the city
light and water plant9 and for the following few years
he was a sort of handy man to the municipal govern-
ment; and three years ago? to old Bayard's profane
astonishment and unconcealed annoyance^ he became
vice president of the Sartoris bank* where already a
relation of his was a 'bookkeeper*
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